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The Night 


Author's Notes: 

This is a sequel to a story written by slutkissedgrrrl, | don't know how to link it, so I'll just put the same tittle. 
| asked her to Beta-read it, but after | sent it, | never got an answer, so l'm posting it as it is. Sorry if there 
are too many mistakes, | tried to double and triple check them. 

| tried to make it funny somehow. 

Enjoy! 


Don't own them! No harm intended! 


| walk out of the arena. The show was good enough, Axl was on time, amazingly. | wonder if our "appointment" 
had something to do with it. 

The car that will take me to the hotel is already waiting for me. | think | should call it off. How is that going to 
affect their friendship? Will it feel weird to look at Axl in the morning, once "it" is over? God! | can't even say 
it in my mind, nevermind saying it out loud! How am | supposed to do it? 

That redhead fucker can be so unpredictable sometimes! One minute he would punch your face out of your 


head if you so much as look at him funny, and the next he is telling me he cannot sleep because he doesn't 


know how | look when | shoot my load. 

Oh! Here we are! It's good the other guys went out. | don't think | can get it up with them around. What am | 
thinking? How am | going to make the little guy down there awaken with that psychopath looking? 

| need a drink Yes, whiskey is my best friend in this situation Because my other best friend is the one that 
put me in this situation. Why did | agree with this again? Yeah, | proposed it because | am physically disabled to 
say no to Axl. Duff pointed it out to me once. Of course | flipped him of. What could | do? Tell him that the 
flamed haired man held a power over me? Nobody has power over me, not even my mother or my girlfriends, 
none of them. | am a MAN! A straight macho! Who is going to jerk of in front of his very straight friend just 
so he can sleep.. | am so screwed! 

What is in this mini-bar? Little champagne, little vodka, little liquor, | could use big of all of this, but this'll 
have to do. 

| sit down with the bottles at hand reach, turn on the TV and wait for Axl. | hope he is not coming. 


A knock on the door startles me. This is it. We are both going to hell, and we wont even die before. 


"Axl. What's up?" 

"| came.. you told that tonight you'd" 
| interrup him "Don't say it!" 

"But we are right?" 

"Yes!" 


"What?" 
"So, how do we? | mean.. Do we lay down or what?" | can't believe he is asking me this. 
"I don't know, it was you who wanted it! Haven't you thought how you want it?" 


"| guess." 


"So?" 

"So what?" 

"How is it going to be?" 

"Oh! Yeah! | don't know" he looks around the room as if he were looking for the answer. "I guess we should lay 
down on the bed and we'll see" 

We move from the entrance where we had been standing and sit on each side of the headrest. He looks at the 
TV. 

"Do you think we could watch some inspiration?" It took me a moment to understand that he meant porn. 
"Yeah!" | take the remote and flip through the channels until | find one with a long haired blond in a diminute 
skirt talking to a guy in a working mameluke. We watch until clothes are shed, theirs, not ours. 

"We should probably get it out right?" His voice brings me out of my head. My mind had been blank so far. 
Now thoughts, doubts and fears all rush to my mind and scare the shit out of me. But I'm not the one to 
chicken out of something. So | nod and fiddle with the belt | put on after the shower on the arena. 


| can sense Axl doing the same. I'm not ready to look at him, but my eyes wonder. He is not big, but not small 


either. But his balls are huge. He's lowered his jeans to thigh height. His hand is moving in slow motions, up and 
down, a little twist on the head. | look up and see that he is looking at me. Our eyes meet and not in a cheesy 
way. | know this is awkward for him too. 

By now | have my hand busied on my own erection, it wasn't so hard after all. And | think it's not so bad. 

On the TV, the blond is getting fucked for all she's worth. 

| spit in my palm to make it easier. It's almost good. 

"Here." | look at Axl and he's holding a little tube. | grab it and see its strawberry flavored lube. What the 
fuck? Why did he bring that? 

"Do you always use this to jerk off?" 

"Mmmm... sometimes, it makes it slicker and smooths the feeling." | look at him and feel my erection failing. | 
try to concentrate on the TV. The sooner we both come the sooner itll be over. "This is weird!" No figures! 
Fucker! 

"Just shut up Ax!" 

"Sorry!" 

| finally decide for the lube. | let go of my dick and pour a drop in my palm. Close the lid and toss it on the bed 
between us. | notice that we didn't sit to the very middle, but on the border, almost off the bed on opposite 
sides. It's not a double bed and our shoulders are not even touching. This is so weird, and at the same time not 
that much. 

| look at Axl and he is still doing that fluid "down, up, twist and down again’ movement. 

| wonder how the twist feels, but | don't want him to think I'm going to copy his hand job style. Maybe another 
time, when he is not watching. 

Blondie on TV is really noisy. She keeps screaming and doing this annoyingly high pitched yell every time the 
guy enters her. | wonder if Axl can nail that note too? God what am | thinking!? | need another drink, but | ran 
out of little bottles before Axl made it here. 

| look at my dick and suddenly | feel self conscious. | don't turn around but look at Axl out the corner of my 
eye to see if he is checking me out. He is. Ok Izzy, relax! You are just two guys watching porn and jerking off. 
No big deal! Right? 

| can hear Axl grunting next to me. What's with that noise? Who makes that noise when they're excited? | need 
to relax! | wiggle down the bed, so | can lay down. Axl stays where he is, which is ok, | wasn't expecting him to 
move just because | did. But now | suddenly feel vulnerable. I'm laying on my back and he is sitting. | don't think 
he'll do anything. But | feel exposed anyway. 

| try to focus on the TV and feel the friction start to get to me. My dick twitches and | close my eyes. He 
was the one who wanted to see me come anyway, it's not like I'm the ona that can't sleep. 

| hear more grunting and realize it's me. Funny how | never noticed that before. 

As | get that tightening on my groin | can hear Axl, he's not grunting anymore but moaning. | guess the twist 
does really work. 

Soon | get to the point of no return. My hand presses harder and | don't remember my brain giving that 
order. | move my hips as | usually do fucking my hand. The heels of my feet sink on the bed supporting my 
lower body. 

As | came | feel a pair of lips touch mine gently. I'm so dazed | don't react, but when the orgasm subdues | 
open my eyes to Axl hovering over me. 

| push him "What the fuck man? What was that for?" 

"l. lim sorry! | didn't think!" He stutters. 


“Axlll WTF Dude?ll Are you gay? Is there something you want to tell me?" 

"NO! God! No! Iz, | don't know why | did that! You were there and looked so peacefull I'm sorry!" | get up and 
pull my pants up too. | turn my back to Axl "You have to leave now!" 

‘Iz l'm sorry ok? | never thought of that before, | just don't know what got into me. Please don't let this get 
between usl!" 

Silence. | don't know what to say to him, | just want him to leave so | can think. 

‘Iz? Are you mad at me?" he sounds like a little child. 

"Just Go!" 

| rush into the bathroom. There's no sound for a few seconds after | close the door. Then | hear the door 
opening and closing. | look in the mirror and see a very confused man. What is going on? What is He trying to 


do if he is trying anything at all? Why did he kiss me? And most of all why can | still feel his lips on mine? 


